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INCE our distingzuished visitor, Dr.

oL , John Watson, spoke of ** The Sow-
b " ers.”! by Senton Merriman, #s the

. most tilked abont English novel ofthe Fear
g thers has beésn o run on the book that has
\:P gl thie  editiodh. The publishers,
| Mfaksps. Hurper, are rushing snother edi-
“ !Inf'!b,nugh the press, not having a single

i stodks and none conld be found In
K fiptawn bookstores.  Sueh, 1t seems, 15
t!la power of a wopd from an aunthor wha
. sways thousands and fens of thousands
. betwepn  Inpghter and tears by his own
It is a thle of Russian life, of a Russian
priace, who, throngh hils English blood,
gees the Socialistlc dbiises of Tussin with
. horror, and who =peks Ih the disguise of
& physlelnn 1o allevigte the suffering that
surroonds him.  Mueh of his time, how-
ever, |8 necessarlly spent In London, and
there he meets a besutiful woman, who
lmillu sweetly upon bis lofty, philanthrople
dreams, while holding them in Eferet con-
""iuhp{. She [= determined to marry the
<o ‘prifee—as fop the visionary, that she will
- Claddast ater.
Y = - But Deliliah gets only a part of Samp-
_‘pﬁnl Jocks. | She marries him, but she
e unum: turn bim from his purpose of de-
woting his life to the rellef of the poor
,: ET.IM the suffering. 'The gloom, the sail-
" mess, and, most of all, the monatony of life
. In 'Biberin, drive her to desperation, She
- =l betrays his secret work to the Government,
. and Just at the moment of danger the
!- sedictive French villaln appenrs.
The Interview in which the Prince up-

b el
b ‘,hn.ldx her for her double disloyalty I1s a

'.‘tl‘,‘n_ grene. “Panl stood looking at
Lﬂw He wos not ¢ subtleminded man
."

;@3 all, He was not one of those who

p

] ph At upon themselves to say that they
. Wnd women—using the word In an
. offensively general sense, as If women were
 mituated midwey between the hmman and
.t animal races. He was old-fashioned
Cenofgh o lopk upon women 0s hlgher
= —-*anﬁf.unnr than wen, while equally capable
ﬂ thought and self-cantrol.
Mg, this man respected women still;
(.‘-;ipda he pald them ann honor which, thank
. Mefven, most of them still deserve. He
# Aredfed them as men o the sense that he
nmw them to be under the same code
-“.l' right and wrong, of good and evil
S “He did oot pnderstand what Etta meant
wchoen she told him to be careful. He did
" imet know thot the modern socinl code Is
“Mke the Spanish grammar—thers are 20
luh;x ‘exceptions that the roleés are hardly
‘worth moting. And one of our most no-
. torious modern exceptions is the married
| woman who Is pleasad to hold herself ex-
onsed becatse outsiders tell her that her
busband does no: understand her.
I 4 do not think.” said Pnu) judlelally,
* Sthat you ean have eared very mueh whether
I‘-""}*ﬂwe! you or mot. When you IAT-
. 0 plEd tie you know that I was the pro-
% of the Charity League; I almost told
i 1 told you so much that, with your
i yledge, you mmust have been aware of
o Aﬁo fact thar I was heavlly interested In
U‘If the undertaking which yon betrayed, You
. married me witbont certaln proof of your
!F'.' husbnnd’s dentl, such was your Indecent
| bhaste to cnll yourself & princess.” * * ¢
£ O "Enadts stouy . fyes softened for a mo-
; et She seemed to be alternating ba
" ‘tween hitred of thiy man and love for him
.\ —a dangeroos. state for any woman It Is

e
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F UVIEW of the eagerness with which

qunllec:lnna of the Napaleonle perlod

Laye been seized upon, It is difficnlt to
mu&erllnml wby ““I'he Memolrs of Baron
s ,mmm" have remalned in manuseript for

ol m ‘half & century after his death,
E_* g I‘.nt.. M,.F‘emnd Calmettes, does
not say ¢bhat the wark has been' withheld
ﬂu request of the distingulshell author,

,.. mn!lderln; the preminence of the
T .Ihﬂ was foremost among Nupoleon's
__s ' !l, 1t seems scarcely lkely that such

_'Jmmﬂnnt sdiditlon to history was left
mpublished through neglect,
l.m srhatever the reasons for withholding
-..gr‘ﬁl memolrs =0 long, they are now to be
- published fmmediately by the Macmillan
"' Gompany in two large, handsome volumes,
St eontaining portraits and maps. The Freoch
maﬂl econsists of flve large volumes, but
?’Mn thought advisable to condense
tranalation In Engllsh, retninlng, how-
all the scenes in which Napoleon was
utm p_nre and those connected with
= Peulnsalar War.
-m the style of the work Is admirable
...3; without saying whea It Is remem-
) ‘ that Thiebanlt was an experlonced,
writer, and Its value may he in-
fatred from the fact that his “Manual for
 Bfaff Officers’" still holds rank among mill-
M text books, and that his “Journal of
 Slege of Genoa™ and bis “Narratlve of
' Cumpaign in Portugal” are still the
ndard authoritles for the events of
i they treal.

A.IW alwnys to have tnspired, but he de-
s Wlm with & moderation that gives
elght to what ho:relstes. His sncsdoses
the Hmperor have alse the additlonal
" of belng fresh, and one which he
‘counectlon with hls montion of Na-
seeond marriage makes a singular-

m impression.
hapmed ** stye Thlebanlt, ‘“to be in
ceanl room gt the end of the npart-
nts devoted to the receptlons. The Em-
~wns pluying her game; kings, preoh-
princes, forelgners of the bighest
dnd 0 host of ilnstrlous Frenchmen
‘folllowing the Emperor with thetr
and watehing his least movements,
hifle ho exchanged a few worils with one,
ilanother with a nod, went from one
o ‘andther 4nd addressed remarks
vitty than pofite to the Indles.
ying gone round anil got baek to the
—'Fploh sepdrated the card mom from
hiel preceded It, he passed through
an fnatant 6 vast erowd panred
Bim. Lounging along, he reached the
o og the room. Then he halted,
1 b _' 'l.rn_m. ‘stared at the fldor a pon-
s from his feot and remalned
'l‘-'hg kings, the Archduke Feor-
whele of the Empress, and other
pexswm'who wore following,
some  backed, others
o nslﬂe. all drew elosor together, un-
_widlsh, &ircle was formed round the
he stouding In the centre motion-
oLy oie copled his immoblltty; neo
‘the sllence.
prople’ even avolded looking nt
W but grndunlly eves were ralsed
lapked about him. Another

possible that, 1If he had beld lls hand ont
to her, she would have besn at hls feet In
4 wlld, Incoherent puassion of self-batred
and nbagement. Such moments ns these
turn our lives and determine them. Panl
knew nothing of the l2sne hanging on this
moment, on the passing sofiness of her
eyes. He knew nothlng of the danger in
wliieh tHis woman stood, of the temptation
with which sle was wrestling, Hoé went
on In his blindoess, went on belog ouly
fost,

*If,' he sald, ‘you osave any [lorther
questlons to ask, I shall always be at your
serviee. For the next few days I shall be
busy., The peasants are In a state of dis-
content verging on rebeiliom. We cannot at
preseny arrange for your journey to Tyer,
but as soon as# it s possible I will tell
you'

lan Maclaren Says “The Sowers,” a Russian Tale, Is the Big Suc-~

“He lopkoi at the clock, and mnde an lm-
perceptible meovement toward the door
Etty ginneed op sharply. She did not seem
to be bLresthing.

“*Is that ail?" she asked. In a' dull volee.
There wns a Tong stence, tense aad throb-
ng, the great silence of the steppe;

**1 think so," nnswerdd Tadl, at leagth,
‘T have tried to be just.' E

“Then Justlte 13 very eruel.’

“iNot so. cruel a8 the woman who for
a few pounds sells the happincss of thop-
sands of huoman beings.  Stelnmetz ad-
vised me to spedk to you. He suggested
the possibility of clr¢umstanees of which
we are iguerant. He sald that you might
e able to expiain.’

cess of the London
Season.

“Ellence, “Can yon esplain?  Silence,
Etta sat looklng Intn the fire. The little
clock hurrled on. At length Etta Arfw a
decp . breath,

“iYou are the sort of man' she said.
‘who does not understand temptation, You
nre strong. The devll leaves the strong in

peaee.  You have found virtne easy be-
enuse you have never wanted money. Your
position bas always been assured. Your

name alone ls o pussword through the
world. Your sort are always hard on wo-

men who—who——IWhat have I done, after
all?”

‘“Bome Instinct bade her rise to her feet
and stand before hlm—tall, beauntiful, pas-
gionate, & woman in o thousand, a Nt mate
for such as he.. Her beautiful halr in bur-
nighed glory round her face gleamed in
the firelight. Tler white fingers clenched,
lLier arms thrown back, her breast pant-
ing beneath the lace, her proud face look-
Ing deflance into Hlg—no one but a pringe
could have bLraved this princess, :

“What have I done? she cried a sec-
ond time, ‘I have only fought for my-
solf, and If T had wen, so much the greater
eredit. T am your wife. I have done
notling that the law can touch. Thou-

THE Most WipELY ReEgd NEw NOVEL IN HucLawd.

snds of women nioving (o' our elrole aroa
not Ldlf ns good ug I'am. I swenr before |

God I am—* |

At bay, the desperate womnn resolves |
to do anything rather than be sent back
to, BEnzlnd lo disgraoe, and she finds

unexpected ald o oan attadk mede oo the
palace by starving peasants, who do not
koow that the prince is thelr benefactor,
“the Moseow doctor,” as they eulled him |
where they worship.

“The g ¢lock over the cnstle hoomed
ont the bouwr, and nt the same ipstant
there frose o rogr like the volce of the
surf of n Malabar shors. There was &
crashing of glass almost in the room ftself.
Already Bleinmetz was drawing the cur-
taing eloger over the windows In order to
prevent the lght from filtering through
the [otersticey of the eclosed shutters.

GREAT MEN OF

THE CENTURY AS THEY APPERRED TO

presslye countenance,
actross, Miss Kelly,
Ing scen,' And,

gho says:

Cowden-Clarka;
curiously stroug,

Look ot her well,
Inflecd,

I Lenrd he was a poet.

The Caricaturist.

When she went away, Mlss Lamb sald,
this was no other. thin

'You are not Kelly of the common straln,’

‘Rare artist, who half thy tools or none
Canst execute with ease thy curlous art.’

——

And as They Appeared to Daniel Maclise,

straight, blaek brows, and looked stlll young, I thonght, and had a very Intelllgent, ex-
; “That Is the cxcellent
Vietorla, for she is a woman to remeniber hav-
the admltable artlste to whom
Charles Lamb addressed hls two sonnets, the one beginning:

and the other, on her performance of ‘The Blind Boy,' beginning,

YOn a subsequent morning a boy came rushing into the room and dashed’ through
the repetition of bis Letin lesson with a rapldity that dozzled me, and fired me witn
ambition to repeat my conjugations in the same brilliant style
gone—It was Hazlitt's son, whom Mary Lnmb alse tasght his Latin grammar—I be-
‘gan trying to geamper through my lesson, but Mary Lamb wisely stopped me, and ad-
vized me ‘not to attempt what was not Ip my sober, steady way.”

Referving to the evenlng parties glven at her father's house, she mentions that the
wails of the drawlng room were bung with water-color paintings by Varley, Capley.
Flelding, Huvell and Chrigtall, all of whem were frignds of her father's, and often i
nilong the grests. Going on to deseribe her porsonal recollections of these occaslons,
“Besldes the guests above named, thers were often present Charles and
Mury Lamh, Lefgh Hunt, John Kents and ever-welcorie, ever young-learted Charles
My enthusinsnmi—ohlld as 1 was—for these distugulshed visitors was l

I can remember once ereeping round to where Lelgh Hunt's hand
rested on the back of the sofu upon whith be saf, and giving it 8 qulet kiss—becanse
Anidt T have even now full recollection of the reverent look
! with which T regarded Johnu Keats, as be leaned ngainst the sifde of the organ, lsten-
ing with rapt sitentlon to my father's mosle. Keats's favorite position—one foot railzsed E
on his other kuee—still remains fmprinted on my memory; ns also does the last tiume
1 saw him, half-reclining on some chuirs that formed a coueh for him whed he wasd
staying at Leigh Hunt's house, Jugt befor e leaviig England for Italy. Another poet

When the boy was

l

beld a5 well or better,

pany. Mrs.

gredt muss of rich material

ber “Concordance to Shakespenre,™
husband,

the world of letters
Bhe mentlons that “dear, kind

tertalued.

“T used,

Bulwer Lytton, Shaving.

T I8 hard to reallze that an autobiographer who ls perfectly In
touch tpith co-temporary llternture, and who Is the ™
many leading livlng writers, knew Ohurles Lamb ani Lelgh

Tint and John Keats, and Colerldge, and Shelley, and the Kewm-

- Xet such I8 the truth of “My Long Life,"” by Mary Cowden-
Clatke, soon to be published by Messrs. Dodd, Moad & Com-
Cowden-Clarke, the daunghter of Vincent Novelle,
wiuz boro in London In 1800, and spent nearly thres.qunrcers of
a century in the very heart of English literney and artlstio Hfe,
although sle resides ot present In Génon, To the shaping of the
which hes s  lbeen | ghtherss:
through as@oclatlon and personnl Enowledge,
brought a large lierary experlence, belng already well kuown by
and gnch other works,
Charles Cowden-Clorke, was alse of eouslderable lit- |
ernry (stineton, na nwrliae pnd a lecruorer, so that marringge
sfrengthened the alrendy close bond botween Mary Novolio nand

It Is n charnlng pletare thet she gives of her elilldlined and
her home In whicl the greatest Engllshmen and wonmen were en-

to give her lessons In Lating and after speaking of
with which the offer was accepted by her parenis,
therafore, to trudge resulacly,
Ings, to Grent Russell street, Covent Garden, where the Lambs
then lved; and ope moming, when I entered the roony I saw
® lady sitting with Miss Lamb, whom T heavd say, ‘O,
now nothing but 4 stocking-mwending old womaun."

{onil of

the adthor hn&

Hesr

Mary Lamb™ offered
he enedpioss
EOes hins

on appolnted mori-

I om
This ndy hod

father npstales.

hair.'’

ber’

D’Israeli, the Exquisite.

personilly, Mrs.
Mrs. Cowden-Clarke,

hale T have."

toward the reader.

Charles Lamb with a Book and a Brandy.

reminlseence 1 have—of Jumping up {o peer over the parlor window blind to have a
peep at Shelley, who I bad heard was leaving, after a visit he had: jﬁst pald to my

Well was T reminded, for, as he passed before our house, he gave n glance up
at it, and T belield his seraph-like face, with its biue eyes, and nureoled by Its golden

At these enterfainments at the Novello House Lelgh Hunt used to read aloud,
AW e, weltes Mrs, Qowden-Clarke 1 this cdnnestion:
prison, my fother asked hilm to sit for Lils portralt to Wageman—a denrly prized por-
tratft that T 11l have néar me In my own room.
ever seen of Llm; and well do I remembe r his poet face and his bent head, with
its Jet-bluck hnlr, ns he wroie hls name beneath the pencil drawing

After saying much tonching n vislt which ‘she made at the home of Leigh Hunt,
she udds: “Huving confessed to n touweh of romance in my dispositlon, I may here
give an sdditlonnl proof of its likelihcod, by owning that wihile Leigh Hunt was in
Ttaly 1 bind Indalged girlish visions of the delight it wonld be to me if 1 counld gain a
large foriuwe, catry It thither myself, nnd luy it at his fest. Again, when he returned
thenee to Roglund, nnd T chanced to hear him sing one of Tom Moeore's Irish melodies
(‘#lck and rare wire the gems she wore'), T was so excited by the sonnd of hls volce
aftér that lapse of time, that I found the tears sllertly strenming down my cheaks."

Stie aiso spenks of the lefter of Introduction which Mrs. Shelley brought from Lelgn
Hunt to the Novello's on returnlng to England ‘after the poet's death.
Mrs., Wollstonecraft's danghter a5 ‘Inclining, Mke & wise and kind belng, to receive
all the consolation which the good and kind can giyve her)
BS a :mum‘v, and wil drink In as much Mozart and Paeslelio as you choose to aford

There Is a pastutic account of the kind deriteu by which the Novelloa“endeavored
to dlvert the beredved woman's wind from her grief, and 'a tender and lasting
frieridslilp grew out of the ussoclotlon. Learnlng that her mother, Mary Wollstonoe-
craft had always been aduilred by the Novellos, altlongh they had not known her
Shelley gave them a lock of her mother's halr,
“Mary Shelley, necompanied by an affectionate little note to
wy father, in Ttalinm which tress and note are still in my possession, curefully pre-
served under glass, and trensured, among olber relles of the kind, in a collection of

The inthmaey with Charles and Mary Lamb began In Mrs. Cowden-Clarke's child-
hood, iasted untll ended by thelr death dfter her marriage. With her husband she
visited them at thelr Lbome, and of this she says:
visit ennbled vs to behold him In his ludividuality of whinssical

“*“When TLelgh Hunt left

It 'Is the very best likeness I have

adding,

“How fully and delightfully that

which they are told.

“Ha deseribed

‘Hhe 18 as qulet

YThis tress,” says

bumor, as well as

MARY COWDEN CLARKE.

Count D’Orsay in the Park.

his thoroughly tender and kind noture! His lifelong devotion
to his sister bad been practically proved; but his mingied play-
fulness of treatment and manner towards lher wers
in bis on¢e saying to us, wilh hls arch smlle:
my slster Marle when we are alone together, Miry when we
are with friends, and Moll before the servants."

There are severil pages of anacdotes of Lunh und hls slsidr
and the sunmy side of the pathetle picture iz wlways turoed

There nre dellghtful storles of Colepldge, of Charles and Fan-
oy Kemble, of Douglas Jerrold, of Bdmund Kean, of almost
evpry celebrity of the last seventy-five years. Leigh Flunt intro-
duced Charles Dickens to Mis, Cowden-Clarke. Dickens lhad
heard of her amateur u‘tlng. espeeinlly in the role of Mis,
Mnleprop, amd an invitation to her to joln Wilg “compuny' grows
out of this first meetlig.
writes ‘Mrs, Cowden- CGlurke, *'T hayve never el shy when! aet-
Ing: but it must be onuresseﬂ that
of n heurt-beating affalr io wme, as I had to meetr and speak
before such s group of distingulshesd men s John Forster, edl-
for of the Mxaminer;
Ite Inimitable llustrator;
and Frank Stone, all of whom were fellow.actors In Chavles
Dlikens's amateur eompany.”

But the whole of the Sunday Journal—hbig as it is—might be
filled with extracts from this fasclunting wonk,
ing o folr ldea of the wealth of lts coutenis in the ling of
anecdotes of famous personnges or the chyrm and grace wlth

Sidney Smith, Wag and Wit.
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“Althongh I om  waturally shy,”

‘relichrdal’ was  somiewhit

Mark Lemon, editor of Tunch; Jolin Teech,.
the admivable avtists, Adpustus | Bgyg

withont miv-

ence of g0 many forelgnerz of that rank
making all the Freoch people i1l 5t ense.
And, In troth, such a sadden lupse Into
eontemplation, no less eceentric than mit
of place, might for the firut two or three
minnfes have been attributed to o need
on the Emperor’s part of working out some
[mportant ldea which had unexpectedly oe-
curred to him; but when five, six, sevin,
elght minotes had passed no one conld dis-
cover any meaning In It. Yet It remalned
olear that In the case of a hanghty master,
at a moment when ie thought fit to make
so singular an exhibltion of himself, the
thing to do was to do nothlug.

“Unluckily, Marshal Massenn, who hap-
pened to be In the fromt row, while T wns
Just behind Bim, formed a differont opli-
lon. Indeed, 1 have alwags boen convineed

th;t.betnguhemumﬁ
of battle of Lappy |

obscrvation and lacking all these adyan-
tages at home, he thovught Hie wenld be do-
Ing & service to Nipoleon by affording an
opportunlty of putiing a natoral énding o
u rldicnious geene, the most ridloulous of
Its kind thot I ever saw.

“He dld not understend that by fipnlsh-
Ing o chilef, to whom his own reputation
was ab insult, with a means of snubbing
him, be wonlil at the same tlme give him a
way of escape by simply substituting a
plece” of eruelty for a plece of affeetation,
Conigequently ac a momenl when not i soul
had any iden of movipg he [eft Lis place,
went into the clrele which o malevolent
genius ssemed fohove traced inorder thot
he might come to seek au afray there,
then advaticed alowly toward the Emperor.

.\stonlshn‘teﬁt and curlosity were deplmd!-

“However, we had not long to walt, for
searcely bhad the Marshal uttered a few
words In too low a tone to be heard than,
without ralsing or turning his eyes, the
Bmperor snld clearly, In a volee of thunt
der: ‘What business 1s it of yours? aml
the old Marshal, who, in splte of hiz re-
nawn and hig rank, had been humbled In
the sight of all Burope, lnstead of depart-
ing at once and golng home fo hlde hls
shame, retnrned 1o his place without an-
swerlngy and to my complete amazement
returoed 1o It afterward. Never have T frlt
mbre mortifed, never did the despot in Na-
poleon appear th me o a more arrogant
and shameless light, for It wis an Insult
no less gratultous than eruel to France in
the person of one of her oldest and most
Mustrions defenders. .

ey

det the statue for a few moments longer;
then, as though wnking from a dream, he
ralsed his head, unerossed his arms, cast
a searching glance on all those around him,
tirned round withont a word to anybody
and re-entered the card room. At a slgd
from him fhe Bmpress threw down hLer
cards and arose, oll the games ceased and
everybioidy stood up. As he passed Marie
Lotlse he sald to her in o sufliclently dry
fone, 'Come, Madame," and walked on
while she followed him three paces behind.
¢ ® » Bueh Is the pleture which T shall
never ecase to have before my eyes. I am
still wondering what If meant."

Altogether the work Ik In many respects

vival. The translator, Mr. Arthur John
| Butler—who was also the transintor of

“As for. Nnmnm ‘after awnrding mk i
-pm br mb ‘he

-

the most satisfactory of the Napoleonle re-

WHOM WAS THE JOKE om

Apparently Mr. Richard Hoyey Has Been
Geutly Guying Sornebody as
Poe Used To.

Mo the Edllor of the Tourinl:

Dear Slr:—In the inst unmber of & certuin
New York weekly it 8 lmpllod that 1 was)
the writer of an artlely about mynel.t.' 1s-
sied to the press by iny prbilghers, Messes, |
Stone & Klmball, In reply to mnoy quess
tiong, 1 wish to say that it I3 quite e
thiit I wrote, not only the article In quds-

e eesn™ ko,

“Only stones,' he sald to Panl with
"hls geim smil=: 9t might hoave beon bul-
l#éte.’ As It 1u corroboratiun of hls s1ige-
gestlon the shorp ring of  more thon ong

firearim, rang oul above the dull roar of
'many volees,

“Btelomoetn. o 4 thie rooir fo whera
Ettn wos stuod wialto-lipped, by tha
fire.  Her elogehed hanmd  was aripping
Maggle's wrlst. SHe wad linlft Widden Ihe-
hind her consin, Mazzie wos Ipoking at
Tanl. Btta awas obvipusly conseipus  of
Stelnmetz's gaze und appronek.

1 anked you before to tell me all You
knesw," he sald, ‘Yon refused. WIHI youn
do It now? Ettn wmet his cintoe for
mienent,  shrugzed  her shiouldiers, and

turhed her back on him. Punl was standing
in the gpen doorwny with hls buek fith Fn e
toward them—alone. Thoe palaee had never
Iookod g0 wast g8 Hoald at that mient—
brilllgntly llghited, gorgeous, empty, * ¢ =

*'They are In! gald Steinmets.  "The
Elde door' Angd the two men looked at
each otber with wide eyes ol of kopowle
eflge.”" They knew the Princess had apened
the door.

“Ag they ran o the foot of the broad
staircase the tratp of seuffling feet, tha
rogr of angry volees, came thrdnglh the
phssages fron {he back of curtained door-
wiys, The gervants' quariers seemed to b
pandemonium.  There wis a yell of hatred
amd sy ugly ehirge tosward the stalrs, but
the slght of the two revolvers: held them
there—motionless for & few moments,
Those in front pushed boek, while the
shouters in the  safe backevound urged
them forward by word and gesture,

“Twn men holding & bundred In eheekl
Buf one of the two wns a Prinee, which
mokes! gl the difference. and will eon-
{lnue to mike that differdnce, desplte half-
penny  Journallém, until the end of the
werldh :

“* “What do you, wint? woried Panl.
*0h, 1. wHI walt!" ne saouted. in the
next piuse. ‘There I8 ploddy: of time—
when you are tired of shouting.' Beveral
of them proceeded fo tell him what they
wanted. An old story, too stle for pepe-
titlon here,  Paul recognized in the din of
muny volees the tlnkling avguments of the
prafessional aghator all the world over—
the ery of ‘Tguallty! Equolity!" when
men are obvlously ereated nnequal.

* Took ontl' sald Paur. ‘I belleve they
are going to make a rush.' All the while
the foremost men were edging toward the
stnirs. while the densely peeked throng at
the back were atrnggling among  thems
selves. In the passsges behind, some wera
velling aod sereaming with a wild intonn-
tion which Steinmets recognized. He had
been throogh the Commane,

““Those fellows at the back have béen
Eflling some one,' he sadd. ‘T cun tell by
thele volees., They are drunk with the
sight of blood.'

By 4 sudden Inspirntion ls oceurs to iha
Preinee to pot on the disgulée of the does
tor—which the furlous mob will recognize,
ind he manazes to do this while his frlend
holds  the attocking party In choeok with
Lis revolver. The Aenoumetit s wiost dig-
matle, ddd meantline ot the foot of the
stalrs, nenr the deor which her own
whilte bunds had unbarred, lles the beantls
{ul body of the wicked, worldly Prinesss,
her white sitin robe gtolned by bher own
biood ‘and by ‘the mui from Lundieds of
feel.

A Chat with
J. M. Barrie,

T(‘l LOOK ppon, Jy M. Barrie Is o aur-.
prise. Mot persons wonld sxpect the
nuthor of “The Little Minlster"' to.ap-
petr g8 Beageh ag the hagels. Nothing of
the et

when peoile Jovk upon'a celebrity to Jndgs
hin precisely acearding to the [enl formed
rogardless of whellier be renlly resembles
the aforescid Ideal or not,

'This: probebly expliins  why, when Mr,
Darrie fivst sen fool on Amerlenn spll, the
choras woent up: “Oh. isn't he Beoteb?'
The prejudiced commentators mnst, hows
ever, fdmll that the only thing  Scotch
alionf Mr. Barele 1§ his books, One of the
persone who aomm[nml»d tie nuthor ln
hig joueney oyer “seus from Bogland #emi,
but inelegantly ramarked; “Ile's so Eng
Hsh It horts him.”’ .

Angthing of taat sort 1= unkind, M5
Bartls, (ke the mogt famous charneter In'
the fietlon he has weltten, 1s o "loram
little man. Fe is n genuine Britisher iy
nppesrance, movement and speech, yet hn
wuys are gentle and be gives the lmpress
dlon of 'a man who has thought much and
deeply, ond whose mind needs rests

“I don't wish to work over here at all,
you know," he said to a Jonrnal reporter:

nofthiing else H I cun help It. You know
when o man makes up 1's mind that e will
not work for a tlme thp only thing for
himto do s to do nothing for anybody af
all, Tdleness requlres almost a8 eareful’
plonning to be enmecessful as work itself.t

Mr. Barrle talks-in ‘a pleasant monotons,
His volee ls srmputbetle and low. T¢ ve
minds one of nothiug so mogh as the ton
of the pliysiclan when tniking to a. patlen
whose nerves are on edge and whom he
wnnts to goothe. My, Barrie speaks withal
slowly and thou,ghtfullr, with that rlaqu
Indlection ln hlg yilee that distingulshes
the Briton from lls compeers everywhere,

To has no Britlsh sneer for the Amerl-
ean poople. I 1 the first time le has
soen ihom ot home, and e really Mies
thom: *“Thoy nre so bospliuble,” mald he.
“They want to do everything for you and
to do It :ght awsy. ‘They are so :
lghingly quick, don't you knew? 11t
Father smbirrasses one sometimes. If e
{Enft used to that sort of thing, Dieatse,

| ¥on see, he dopsn'tiexactly expeot It, But

'y veiy delighiful, Oh, yes, very.”
Thiit North Amerlea—the whale qr, lb—
18 4 country. well warth seslng, Mp,
i convinced, and In lhe few weeks t
e proposes to rewaln on our shores he
will inspect & zood denl of tercltory. He
tusn't spen such 8 grent denl of New York,
but e 18 coming back to us aghin, and
then witl lock us over thoroughly. [Pep.
Tutps he may welte' n book obout pe:  Thue
for certmin, yet. >l
Like all othur Htrengers, Mep.
lookad with deep admivitlon upon t;je
som  “We bepr 8o thich of It of
Americhn "thw. over Lhe other side

quite eorlons abont it
it the bestoshort trip on the Hudson s
from Drre to West Point and buek, agd T
:;Iudguln; to try 1l before I return ttﬂ..w
il

Civour Aupumual follage impresses Iﬂ!
groatly.

tiow, bat alse the pavhgraphs oritielsing It
In the weekiy to wiileh 1 refer

o E um'w anxious to see for m,'ym

day one of the moft gorzeous leaves 1over
suw dn ooy life. ';’ht.:r Tell me thah Fou
Hayve pleﬂtar af such boanty vver Ty und.

Amsrlea Iy sueh pa"

%.. “.': 0 16

T am here for rest and mefn to think of

sahl, "rhm wlen we do come here We e
I have been told

It hius got to be the fashlon rmwada;'l [

A gettleman bropght me yestenm



